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-« COSTUME, 


a - rown jecket, open Gooreeinaie collar, brown 
— othe soeaie 8 hoes, pessent’s st. Second— 
Smock frock, red wig. Third-—-Same ss Jeans fret dress 

Jean Grillon—Crimeon velvet jacket trimmed with gold end 
white eatin puffs, blue satin breeches, fulishirt, collar, blue 
stock , shoes and hat avd feathers, * Second—Same ae the 
Duke's first dress 

Louis—Black j.cket, cpen sleeves, breeches, stockings, 


shoes 

capers to Louis 
Soldiere—Red shirts, eboes, stockings, heimete 

PR was Off cer—Jacket, cuiress, b reeches, decta, bat exd fea- 
er 
Marchioness—Crimeon relvet short robe, velvet het and 

feathers end blue satin petticont 
Peroine—Blue drese trimmed with bieck. white petticoat 
Servant-~ White and colou:ed muslin becca 


KISSING GOES BY FAVOUR. 





isan inn. f door in ¥, leading to 6 cox f- 
u. i. B. Another door, U. B. 


PERome discovered, singing and arranging the table 

music, &, 

Per. Now everything’s ready —the may come 
as soon as they please. Wy celal mnleae cop the 
Stage, ond looks out of window.) It's my godmother, the 
Marchioness de Lanney. I'm so glad! (Runsioc.p. 
Servant enters.) 

Servo. The Marchioness de Lanney-—— 

Per. I know—I know, Joseph, 

MARCHIONESS DE NEY enters C.D. 

Per. (Throws herself into her arms.) I'm s0 delighted to 
see you! How kind of you to leave Paris to come here. 
Don’t you think I have grown P 

March. Yes, my dear: you are more beautiiu! than ever. 
How is fatber P - “ 

Per Very well, wadam. e's gone, to pay the taxes, 
eee my lady. (Places chair. ) 

rch. (Confused.) Has any one enquired forme this . 
‘morning, love ? 

Per. No: did you expect any one ? 

March. Not paeey- The person. may csil during the 
day. He’s—a of—a—sort of peasant. 

Per. There are 2 great many sorts. This is the cause of 

r ot to our inn,then P 

March. Now, little Curious! It was that, or something 
else, you are too young to understand. 

Per. Tooyoung! I’m seventeen: and although I am but 
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« village lean see, and hear, and think, We know! 
(oan ee toot 

Marth. What P 


March. ( Aside.) Bascompiere! Is he an inhabitant of 


wets ef 
Per, No: be bas only lived here these two months. He 
pac ame so mgt —F oe rea—so polite, #o 
3 80 attentive. is iT] is (Shews port’ —_ 
the Mavchioness starts.) Boautifal Gne linen and carly hair 1 
You'd think bim « prince in » gardener’s dress. 
‘arch. A { 


roses, and presented them to ladies. Oh, beantiful ! 
March, —? Can this be true ? (Mloud.} Does he pro- 


midge to marry 

Per. Bless . 

March. He deceives you, girl. This peasant’s habit is as- 
eumed—his rank . Take my word, thereis an in- 


s#urmoentable barrier to your unicn, 

Per, Insurmountable! Are pan eS me ? 

March. (Gives note.) Read this note bad the imperti- 
mence to #end tome. 

Per. l—1 can't—zead it. My eyes burn—my hand trem- 
bles, and all the letters are zigzsg, aud dancing reels. i—I 
I'm very bad! (Sobs.) 

March. (Takes letter & reads.) “ Adorable Larchionesa, 
—come to meat Lorraine. I am al] anxiety to see you. [ 
shall wait for you at village Eloite. Fearing to compromise 
gou, I ehgll be disguised as a villager. -Let me intrest you 
to hasten, that I may place miy bappinese, life, and liberty 

at your feet.” 
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Per, He placed them at feet this morning, but I 
wouldn’t take them. Hes = deceiver—end 


OP. Craiet Mia 
a. Three! bacaet tah » the 
er. Three-and thi ‘o:ces without. reapers 
are Som the date. 


March. Join me in my apartment as soon as and 
be assured vengeance sha!) be yours on this manl 
, ( Ezit &. a: 


Per Thank you, godmother. 

Enter Maie and Female Reapers, co. prar, brates 
Sit down, (Runs to cupboer“, and “ss out and cheese, 
Sruit, wine, &c.)\There, eat away. I'm sare you must seed 
it, such a warm , 

ist, Reap, It is rather hot, ms‘amselle. 

Per. Refresh yourselves—you are heartily welcome. I 
must leave you. (£vitr, a. f loud without.) 

Jean, (Without!) That's it—that’s it! you never see 


Jean. It is that individual. 

Louis. A vatin waistcoat, worked with gold ! 

Jean. Look at me-—admire me—it’ll cost you nothing. 
( Site én arm chair.} ; 
- Louis “What 


Pe aig ig beauty! These feathers will tickle the girls, I 
ye , 
ue — did all this for you ? ‘ 
earn My personal appearance an ers. I 
attracted « Marchioness by the wink of my pS po | 
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Jean. Fi}l them, then. Here’s the money to pay—call for 
what Throws purse.) 
maa 


—they all laagAcat him.) You may retire, pecple. 
we want you, we will call for pe (Waves his hand con- 
ceiledly, Thiy exit, laughing.) ignorant creatures ! 
PeRoine enters, without ods Jean. 
Now for the grand effects. 1'll shew her my leg ! (Stretches 
out Ais leg.) 
Per. My godmother, luckily, can avenge us both with that 


“a (Aside.) She's afraid to throw herself into my arms | 
Hem: (Loud.) Peroine! hem! 

Per, (Aside.) He’s there! ( Without turning.) 

Jean. I believeIl am! (Peroine curts.ea, without look- 
ing.) Won't you look at me? 

Per. Why should I? 


Jean. Contemplate m turesque appearance—it’s stri- 
king ata distance, | ‘ow 


2 Hae Stee. yeast Bee, Dehn . 
Jean. Duke! Duke? ; 
‘ a I know all——-( Turns round, and sereame sharply.) 


Jean. Doyou? £ should like to know a little myself. 

Per. You have thrown aside your peasant’s dress, to 2s 
eume another =. 

Jean. Hush! I'm paid for it. I'll tell_— 

Per. Nothing, Doke: nothing to me, 

Jean. Duke! who told yoo I was a Duke? 

Per. My godmother. You are the Duke de Bassom- 
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Joan. Ami? 
~~ Per. The thvourite of the coert, ond the Kilag's latiente 


friend. 

a Ob, the King’s most intimate friend, ie he? Vary 
we 

Pg sa cee oneal tee ef 


ing roy oot A a 
“a tens doi? Ican’t or tai: of this! 
Per Be what is worse than all, you pay court to my goi- 


dame: And who the devil is 2 

Per. That's rizht—affect is your godmother? is 
Marchionese de Lanney—and that you love her. 

Fean. Do IP 

Per. Didn’t you write to ber, desiring ber to meet you at 

father’s ? 
be, ba Cee: eRe, for s man that can’t reed— 

yh 

. he’ S vend gud Somes Tee Serene 
or you. 

Jean. Let her wait ! a pretty P 

io Why do you ask me 

uae th es 9 pe yng This jesting is all very 
Per. Jesting' Falee, crael, great little man—where is 
your heart P 

Jean. ing Sane. Listen to me—— 

Per. I won’! 

Jean. I an——= 

Per. ew peoee Don’t attempt to persuade me= 
nothing will 

Jeans She's ike all ber evxre | we, we, tos 6S 
—a grest man - friend of King - ve 

she makes love a ae” 

ber. (Sereams.) Wretch! Catch me—I'm 

Jean. ee arms, ond supports OR one 
knee.) Stop—I'll go with you. s 
Pras ( Pushing eway.) Monster! go tomy godme- 


a yourself, sweet passion flower: I love you 


Per, Dow't mock me, my lord. 
Jean. There’eno mockery in love. 


Jean, Whenever you please. ; 


| Per. — oS 


z 
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said so. 
fog Sm pry my dear, a ae to ——, { 


Joan. Tr) 
wie he sat your blessed eadmother ——— 


- the ve ap vod ioe _Let this be the 
pledge my sinceri' rity. Offers to s Peroine, 
A noise.) The pomae Boca man, ! He’s come for his 


clothes. Themouey I keep—sol’m of! (Runsoutn.n 


Why don’t youtake th the kiss? I'm tired of waiting. 
The Dux ns Bamomriges enters, C. 
Duke, This must ~ hep ! 


wet (Aside.) W an idiot be is! )He might have kad 


. A yoonggir! ! 

Per. Til epeak to him. Monsieur Bassompiere———= 
* Duke. (Aside. eo Boe ee ae 

Per. You ask fora kiss 

Duke, Did 1? 

Per. I didn’t say you sheulln’t beset. 

Duke. ( Aside.) Of course you didn t. 

Per. If Diet you have Ae “_ promise never to ver the 
Marchioness de eP 

Duke. ( Aside.) The Marchiocesst The devil ! 

Per. ere .* 


Duke. Tl marry you a hundred times. 

Per. Take the kiss. Mind, only one, 

Duke, (Kisses her .) Thank you, my dear. 

Per.<Sereome.) Ob, grac ous—it’s come yelse! (Runs 
Vee. That Marchnoe © fiying hiss, She's charaiing— 

e. t is what a fyi ise 8c 

ber lips delicious—her eyes —— hes 

Marck. ( Advancing. ) Y Pray what are her eyes, my lord ? 

Duke. (Confounded.) Your eyes--are—are beyond all de- 
scription. 

— May I enquire whut you were doing ? 

a of you: boping, wishing, praying for your 


“Soa nae Indeed lord, I 
are M av— 
Duke. What t : “ 


gaa 


"ee 
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* Bonen A pe atc 
arc net P 
Duke. This is the feet dime I 


Morch. See that I am not up to ridicule, exposed to the 
sneer of a may certian ont Ehesiine let 
me not be saluted as I enter my carriage, as “ last con- 
eee eee Baasompiere.’’ Ppt . 
Duke, you imagine me famy 
March. You have been of (be same to cthers. 
Duke. Why this cruelty? I om here alone: why calum 
OP eae mpeatiane oh kage, that ergp: mortal— 
{ Toking her hand.) 

Moreh. (Swstenicy hereon oar ae 

awdy ! you have 

dared trifle with me. This is the first time you were ever 
here--you came disguised, alone, unknown to ail. 
Duke. I swear ! 


Merck. You wiil swear falsely, Your friends are withont — 
are within. You quit this house for the Bastille. 
(The Marchioness hurries/ ont, c. closing the doors — boite 


The Bastille! My dear Marchioness, I—{ Rune to 
a EC oy re 
8 out, court a | 
police (Tries R. = D.) Locked! — 


outgeneralied, by a woman. Arrested, sent to Paris in this 
disguise, pe to the ridicale of the whole court—laczhed 
st——-(Percine cautiously enters from 8.8. p. The Duke 
perceives her, and 8 her forward.) - 


Per. You stole it. 
Duke. I'm ready to return it. 
Per, Useless, now. 


+. & 
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. You have a lover, I'm sure. 


EE 


4 an portion ? 
> earn 6 e 
marriag 

Duke. By ow life, 

Per, Who wants to you? 

Duke. Nobody. Far worse than killing. The agente of 
the cares See Siang cassie 5 Seay Se grins Ee 
terrible Bastille. But I will not submit. A thousand death: 
. were a. T’ll die at your feet. 

Per. 


er. If you die here, I shall swoon. We never kill any 
a ng pone : 
am reso! » unless you assist me to escape Save 


Duke. Peter, Jean—I don’t care which —— 
Per. hap Mr. Peter Paul Jean, I don’t care which, you 


may hide in the cellar. We put all the rubbish there. 
«. A thousand than 
Duk ke! 
Per. Stop! Mind, you are in my service, to look after the 


horse and cart. I’) send you to the mill, for some corn. 

Duke. Capital! you’ve quite a geniusfor invention. Take 
this purse—money, the key to li : 

Voices. (Without.) ever! long life to him! 

Duke, Curse your long lives! J wish you had died a month 
since. Put me inthe come | darling. 

door, B. H. }—don't be afraid 
» 


danger of a - Lor, perhaps he’s a robber. T know he’s 
& stealer of kirses. 
Jean GRILLON enters BR. B. 

Jean. I've come for my kiss— 

Per. You re came too late it’s gone. A polite gentleman 
took ir—without asking. 

Jeen, His name—h:s name. I’m all on fire-——= 

Per. Put your fire out, then. 

Jeon. I can’t. Jealousy—iove! Villagers are heaping 


on the cov’ —and jeslousy blowing the bellows! His name, 
wome- 


- Te. What's bis nane to you? 
Jean. What is it to me—your future husbend P 


$. 
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than » : 

Fer (Langue Poor duke! I 

Jean. C me dee onl 1 eb a some dreadful 
dark and direful deed! $ don't trifle with stern rea- 


. (Leughs.) Oh, what a terrible fright! ign. 
Jean. Stop—I1 command ! (With dignity. t 
my warning voice. I he paige oy 


Per. I know who are - my lord, the Duke de Bassom- 
piere. (Loud. The Officer hoving Nstened, rushes in 


% 
3 
= 
4 
3 
Ey 
? 


k ° 
Jean. Let the king read it himeelt (detde.) Ler, perkape 
be has written to me, to cultivate his cabbages. 


Offic. Read it! 

Jean, I’m near . Ask that deluded petticoat. 
Per. ( Reads.) “ The King. Order to conduct the Dube 
de jere to the Basti le. 

Jean. Well, what’s that tom 

- Follow ! 

Jean. Follow? 

fer, Follow him. (Pointe.) 

Jean. ? 


Per. Tothe Bastile. 
Jean. Ob, yes! I’m not curious: I’ve no taste for prison 


Offie. The order is clea:. 
Jean. I dare say it is. 
Offe. You heard it ? 
Jean. I m not deaf. 4 
» the Deke of —— 


It concerns : 
ean. The devil! i'm no Duke. I'm a gardener. 
Per, Don't believe him, sir. 
fe. (Shakes his head.) 1 attend upon you, sir—— 
ean. Curse your attention { it's alla I'm some- 


"Oe 
- in the king's name, I demand your sword. 
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lu 
Jean. Take it, It doesn’t . (Gives sord.) 
ee eee en years. 
Oh, all my garden will run to seed / 
Per. Five or six years ? shut for iife. 
Cree) “" When I 
Se -) Pm to my le ‘m uo 
mare, tod the lt bell lsat me, ad F'n ah tom, write 
ve on my e tomb, 
“"T cord lee Joon born at Ti % 
aig: ue hay stage ite per une 
The Duxe re-enters from cellar, » harness, &e. 
Jean, (Runz to him, drags ores You're juss in 
ae 2 Six years and lodgizg they’li 
e . 
"Dube, Broa eyo, Tm in ab = moe 
ean. I my good mysterious friend 
forest. I’m oi to he teat ote ner e. 
Duke. I’m going to the mill. ~ 


Offic. Are ready ? (Soldiers surround ) 

Jean, Ready! Stoney-hearted man—how can I ever be 
ready? Why was I brought up a blooming innocent infant 

\ foe thin t red woman, farewe!!! When you put.on your 

nightcap, anc. retire to sleep, tretable! I shall be a thorn in 

nf to keep you awake. (Jn a solemn tone.) Oh, remem- 
me! 


Exit c. 

Per. i shall never you. (Smiles.) 

Re-enter HIONESS, B. H. 

Per, He’s goue to prison—the officers have him—he’s gone 

for six re. He can’t escape. 
> eed a 

Merch. They can all look so. 

Per. He cried like a child. - 

March. Crocodile tears! 

Per. Falee monster! the men are all alike. Thank good- 
neas we sha’n’t be annoyed with him any more. We arealone 
—how pl: asant ! 

Mares. Without a friend to comfort wife.) 

never sce 


Picigck Or a en; he us. (Sighs.) We 


March. Never ! 
Per. Will they really keep him long ? 
March, I hope so, \he hes powerful friends, 


-enter Police ts 
March. Why this alarm, siz? 
er (ant ; bas escaped! he fle! towards this . 
er. 


Mw so glad! If 1 die, meee 


capable of performing his duty. (Officer bows, gives paper, 
will he ever me, oF 
don the fright this arrest caused him? Ungrateful man! 
cannot see suffer, 
ruzs on tn his Peasant habit. 
Jean. I've sli th their infernal Singers at last! 
On my way to corp. gg nny ence Su 


clothes. / I\would have ‘em back. Now |\'’m : 
me w @ thinga ugaio—no, no——; The Morchioness 


approdche Gutivusly, thinking him ke. 
March. My pom fienl——t'eehind b che} 


been 
Jean, I believe you: especially when I amongst the 
nettles. [Rubs hs } : a 
— Jealousy prompted me to deprive you of your 
iberty. = 

Jean. Jesiousy ? 

March, Caused phon neglected love. 

Jean, Neglected love! (Aside) It’s the godmother Pe- 
roine talked about. 

Marck, Why are you sn cold ? 

Jean. I'm hot aan grey with ronz.ing from those 
soldier-chaps. They wanted to take me tothe Bastille. 

March. Ean you forget it 2 

Jean. (Aside) Devil abit! 
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March. Let this convince of my ec encregy ingmeg 
From thie mument I rencunce my vengeance. You are at 


tiberty—take the paper. 
atta iil keep it. She idolizes me, poor 
Why don’t speak to me? Act Hike me—be 
ae attachment to Peroine. 


t 
March. My desire for reconciliation is siacere—— 
Jean. Her voice is like a flute, and her feet Lesutiful ! 
Ob, what a figure ! all softness—like young peas ! 
Morck. Giveme your hand—— 
Jean, I daren't—she ll see it’s red. Though it’s almost 
psa Vl a FB pw “ete) feel! (Takes her 
idly.) Oh, ly! ¢ 8. ‘ 
March. He relents! ( Sighs.) Oh —— 
-Jean. She’s poorly, too! (In @ low voice.) May Lame 


Parone enters with the Duxe—his face concealed in his 


Per. Follow me—I’'ll save you. The Marchioness! 

Duke, ( Marchioness;}. Hash ! she’s there—— 

Per. And with another ! 

Jean. May I——({ Squeezing her.} 

March. Forbear ! . 

Duke. [To Peroine.] My little charmer! 

Jean. Beautifa! pine-apple ! [They both kiss the Ladies— 
the Ladies turn see the Men. 

Merch. Who is this man ? 

Jean, Jean Grillon—a gardener! 

Mosch. Bi Duke.} Then ycu are——— 

Duke. e de Bassompiere, at your service. 

March. Whet were you doing there? | Pointing to Pe- 


ae 

What were you doing there? [Pointing to Jean.] 
My lord, will you return to your own station, and allow me to 
sustain mice? “ 

Jean. With pleasure. I'll keep the name my father gave 


me. ; 
Duke. Now, my lady, I have resumed a dress more fitting 
my rauk—I am prepared to enter the Bastille. 
Jean. You never shall, my friend, The King sent this to 
} a you from custody. [Géives the paper to the 
uke. 
Duke. (Presents it to Marchioness.} Dispose of me as you 
please. 
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